VII

BEFORE i LEFT NEXT MORNING I spoke to Ato Ambai, an
Eritrean like Lorenzo, whom he had succeeded as Political
Director at Harrar.

Ato Ambai told me that he had left Eritrea like all who
had reached a certain level of education and could not
bear a racial tyranny. These were his own words. He
was a sombre man who thought a lot and spoke very little ;
there was no optimism in him to encourage me.

"The Tigre will be our hardest war. It has always
stopped small-scale invasions, but it cannot stop this one.

" The Eritrean soldiers of Italy despise their masters after
what they saw of them in the Libyan campaign. We
know that it was our men who won Libya for Italy. But
they will be loyal to Italy : they are well armed and well
clothed, and it is that that keeps them. I think that the
Eritreans will beat our men.

" You have let us down like savages in the matter of
arms. When you give up your pious embargo it will be
too late."

I took down what he said in a note-book as we jostled
away in a government lorry to Jijiga, Ato Ambai, like his
Emperor, had very little hope of a military victory, but
he behaved with perfect loyalty to his people until the end.
As I look at the dusty page now, he seems to have spoken
with a prophet's voice.

We were supposed to leave Harrar at eight that August
morning, but punctuality is not an Ethiopian vice, and we
were ready at 2.15. Ali Nur had to find me a cook and a
bodyguard. The soldiers, who belonged to his own corps,
appeared at once in their strange uniforms, khaki coats
and shorts, stockings with the feet cut off to preserve the
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